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After Chapel I went to the Chapel Farm and Llwyn Gwillim
and to the Forge and sweet Emma of the Chapel Dingle to say
Good-bye and then to Whitty's Mill, the dear old Mill, to see sweet
dying Margaret.

It was a sad sad day.

Wednesday, 28 August

Dined at Hay Castle. Mrs. Bevan and the girls gave me a splendid
photograph album, and Cousie had painted me with kind and
beautiful thoughtfulness a garland of heartsease encircling this text
from Exodus xxxiii, 14: 'My Presence shall go with thee and I \rill
give thee rest/

My last evening at Hay, a home to me for nearly 8 years, and its
inmates like brothers and sisters. Good-bye and God bless and keep
you all.

Sunday, September Day

My last day at Clyro,

I read prayers in the morning and Irvine preached. Holy Com-
munion. Irvine went to Chapel in the rain and would not put on
leggings as I advised him. He came back wet and weary, saying there
were a man, a woman and a boy in Chapel. In the afternoon I
preached my farewell sermon at Clyro, the same that I preached at
Bettws last Sunday. Though the afternoon was so rainy there were
a good many people in Church. I don't know how I got through
the service. It was the last time. My voice was broken and choked
by sobs and tears, and I think the people in the Church were affected
too. Richard Brooks in the choir was crying like a child.

The last round through the village in the evening. *To~morrow
to fresh woods and pastures new.*

Monday, September Morrow

Left Clyro for ever. A chapter of life closed and a leaf in the Book
of Life turned over. The day I came to Clyro I remember fixing
my eyes on a particular bough of an apple tree in the orchard oppo-
site the school and the Vicarage and saying to myself that on the day
I left Clyro I would look at that same branch. I did look for it this
morning but I could not recognize it. All the dear people were
standing in their cottage doors waving their hands as I drove away.

As the train went down the valley of the Wye to Hereford I
waved my handkerchief to all the old familiar friendly houses, to